rected he loiters in the many cafes of the Faub^arg
Montmartre, smoking interminable cigars, finding
his way back to the Butte between three and four
in the morning. Paul is fat and of an equable tem-
perament. He believes in naturalism all the day*
particularly after a breakfast over les petits verres.
He never said an unkind word to any one, and I am
sure never thought one. He used to be fond of
grisettes, but since he married he has thought of no
one but his wife. II ecrit des clioses raides, but no
woman ever had a better husband. And now you
know him as well as I do. Here are his own books,
" The End of Lucie Pellegrin," the story that I have
just finished writing: I think I must explain how it
was that*I have come to rewrite one of Paul's stories,
the best he ever wrote. I remember asking him why
he called her Lucie, and he was surprised to hear her
name was Marie; he never knew her, he had never
been to Alphonsine's, and he had told the story as
he had picked it up from the women who turned into
the Rat Mort at midnight for a soupe a Volgnon.
He said it was a pity he did not know me when he
was writing it, for I could have told him her story
more sympathetically than the women in the Rat
Mort, supplying him with many pretty details that
they had never noticed or had forgotten. It would
have been easy for me to have done this, for Marie
Pellegrin is enshrined in my memory like a miniature
in & case. I press a spring, and I see the beautifully
shaped "little head, the pale olive face, the dark eyes,
and the blue-black hair. Marie Pellegrin is really
part of my own story, so why should I have anyants that than mere sarcasm.
